But your words were flame and your
And who shall resist a strong desire?
Not I, whose life is a broken boat
On a sea of passions, adrift, afloat.
And, whether I came in love or hate,
That I came to you was written by Fate
In every hue of the blood-red sky,
In every tone of the peacocks* cry.

While every gust of the Jungle night
Was fanning the flame you had set alight.
For these things have power to stir the blood
And compel us all to their own chance mood.
And to love or not we are no more free
Than a ripple to rise and leave the sea.

We are ever and% always slaves of these,

Of the suns that scorch and the winds that f reeze,

Of the faint sweet scents of the sultry air,

Of the half heard howl from the far off lair.

These chance things master us ever. Compel

To the heights of Heaven, the depths of HelL

Whether I love you? You do not ask,
Nor waste yourself on the thankless task.
X give your kisses at least return,
What matter whether they freeze or burn*
I fed the strength of your fervent arms,
What matter whether it heals or harms.